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his body, yet in this camp I did not even take off my socks to look
at the foot. I gave it no thought at alL
Two comforts were left—the hot meals we had morning and
night and a pint bottle of grain alcohol Wilkins had slipped into
the baggage for us. Every evening we took a nip from that bottle
before eating. When the storm was at its worst our only excursions
outside the tent were to use the trail wireless three times daily and
to fill our four-litre bucket with snow for water in which to cook
our morning meal of porridge with bacon boiled in it and the
evening meal of pemmican.
Though we carried on the plane three months1 emergency food
lations, we were not obliged to adhere strictly to our diet allow-
ance, as we ate only twice a day, and even then were never, for
some reason or other, very hungry. In the morning we had a
mug of oatmeal with cubes of bacon boiled in it, milk, sugar, and
oat biscuit with butter on the side. In the evening we had a mug
of pemmican, oat biscuit and butter. I thrived on this simple diet,
just as in 1925, with Amundsen. I never grew tired of our menu of
hot chocolate morning and night and pemmican at noon. Intense
interest and enthusiasm for the task have a strong influence upon
one's mental attitude toward conditions to be met
As the cold, snow, and wind persisted, only to get out of that
hole became our ambition, irrespective of weather or how far we
could go. For clarity let me repeat the chronology of Camp III.
During the first three days, when the blizzard was at its height, we
remained in our sleeping-bags most of the time. On the fourth and
fifth days we shovelled and cleaned out the plane, took observations
and fixed our position, and repaired and then burned out the radio.
That fifth night—December 2—we turned in, vowing we would
pull out next day, whatever the conditions. Our position indicated
that we must be near the western edge of the high plateau. Soon
the ice-cap would be dropping down toward the Ross Barrier.
Perhaps at a lower altitude we would find better weather. But
when we awoke next morning, we found that it had snowed
heavily, and we had another big shovelling job ahead of us.
Nevertheless, we bent our backs to it, determined to keep our
resolution, and by noon had the plane clear. The next task was to
get it up out of its hole. We unloaded everything and then, with

